The Ski Arts and Life Magazine 


| CONTENTS 


Paradise Lost Jami Mills lifts the curtain on one of 
SL's greatest spectacles, Milton's Paradise Lost. 


The Beginning of Life: The Gift Sedona Mills 
takes a turn at fiction, with a startling first chapter in her 
story about identity, self-awareness, and magic. 

The Key to Golden Hills: The Key Chapter Four 
of Stihly Augenblick’s and Hitomi Tamatzui’s classic noir 
series leaves us on the edge of our virtual seat. 

The Artefact: Am Substance. | Am Art 

Art Blue brings us another episode of his cyber/thriller, 
this time introducing us to the Blue Elephant. 


The Blue Elephant Sergius Both (Herbert W. Franke) 
delivers a powerful story about powerful art. 


The Gorean Gudrun Gausman ventures into the world 
of Gor and lives to tell all about it. 


Otters Crap Mariner brings us another work of micro- 
fiction about the cutest critters on the planet. Well, almost. 
Crap’s pretty cute, too. 


About the Cover: 

SLis at its best when it’s presenting 
an extravaganza, and this month, Jami 
Mills took her camera inside the 

basilica that houses the production of 
Milton's Paradise Lost, put on by 
The Basilique Performing Arts Company, 
and what a show it is... 
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“Here is the church and here is the 
steeple. Open the doors and here’ all the 
people? Children’s Nursery Rhyme. 


Blue's good side is that he'll occa- 

sionally turn me on to something 
new and exciting in the SL art firma- 
ment. So when he invited me to see an 
SL production of John Milton's epic 
poem, Paradise Lost, about Adam and 
Eve, that sly serpent, and Original Sin, 
with Satan and his henchmen thrown 
in, well, I didn’t need to be persuaded. 
Friends don't let friends sit at home 
sorting their inventory when the virtu- 
al curtain is about to rise on something 
this Spectacular (in the truest sense of 
the word; it’s quite the spectacle). 


(i of the perks of being on Art 


The show is presented by The Basilique 
Performing Arts Company, and in par- 
ticular, two Londoners, Canary Beck 


(aka Becky) and Harvey Crabsticks, 
who also count themselves among the 
players. It premiered on April 5, 2104, 
and the first ‘season’ is scheduled to 
run through June. It lasts about one 
hour, and features 43 different roles us- 
ing eight avatar actors, with extravag- 
ant costumes and numerous set 
changes (there are 12 major sets in all). 
The performance takes place entirely 
inside a church (the perfect venue for 
an examination of sin and redemption, 
yes?). The audience fills the pews, and 
one immediately realizes they're not 
there simply to passively watch the ac- 
tion unfold, but to participate in it as 
well, much like a Greek chorus. The ac- 


tion takes place on all sides 
and even in the upper reaches 
of the church's apse, all adding 
to its immersive qualities. 


It was a brilliant stroke to 
perform this pageant to the 
music of Mozart's Requiem in 
D Minor, as sumptuous a feast 
for the ears as the production 
is for the eyes, The 1791 mass 
remained unfinished at Moz- 
art’s death, but was later com- 
pleted by Franz Xaver 
Sussmayr. The piece is the perfect com- 
plement to Milton’s themes, and con- 
tributes immensely to the evocative 
mood of the subject matter. 


Zach performance is for a limited audi- 
ence of 40, and admission is very 
strictly controlled, for reasons I'll ex- 
plain. I received my ‘ticket’ in a note- 
card, together with a file containing a 
new shape, a ghostly white skin, and a 
pair of angel wings (which fit so per- 
fectly, they might have been created 
just for me). 


To properly enjoy the show, you need 
to remove all of your own earthly be- 
longings, including your hair, and be- 
come an angel. By ‘wearing’ the ticket, 
you enable RLV (Restrained Life View- 
er) which completes your surrender to 
the production. This enables you to 
dance and weep in unison (and at the 
appropriate times, turn into red devils) 
and return to your pew seats on com- 


mand. The music and graphics should 
be optimized prior to showtime, and 
no public chat is allowed during the 
performance. You're advised to arrive 
15 minutes before the show to be as- 
sured of having enough time to get 
everything straightened out. At least 
there's no parking to deal with. 


To my knowledge, no production quite 


like it has ever before been attempted 
in SL. First, the roles needed to be cast. 
An open call for some of the parts went 
out months ago. Once cast, sponsor- 
ships needed to be sold, with the spon- 
sors in effect ‘adopting’ a performance. 
Each sponsorship includes five tickets. 


US 


Individual tickets can be purchased on- 
line for 1,000L on a first-come, first- 
served basis. As we go to p 

than half of the performances hav 
already sold out, so visit the Marke: 
place (https://marketplace.second- 
life.com/stores/157622?id: 

soon to assure yourself of s 

fine production before it’s too late. 


I don't think we need fear that this 


the end of the SL tradition of 
free performances, with performers 


and venues relying on the kindness of 
strangers. We all know that sim costs 
are expensive, and this production is 
very costly to stage. So, the marketing 
of Paradise Lost has another unique as- 


pect: half of each show's proceeds is 
shared among the players themselves, 
and the other half is donated to the 
‘Adopt-A-Gorilla’ program at the World 
Wildlife Fund through its aff , 
WWF-UK. To get even more personal, 
the proce: re sp ally allotted to 
adopt a male baby mountain gorilla 
named Thoho (meaning ‘incomparable 
beauty’), who lives in the Volcano 

National Park in Rwanda. Contribu- 
tions also go to train rangers, educate 
the public, and protect the fragile gor- 
illa habitat. It’s fitting that proceeds are 
being used to restore a little bit of the 
Rwandan ‘paradise, so a lot of good 

coming out of this production. Perhaps 
other productions will take a cue from 


this socially conscious group and con- 
tribute to other worthwhile projects in 
an effort to make a difference, not to 
mention spur sales. And now for the 
show itself. 

Genesis 1:25 tells us that on the sixth 
day, God said, "Let the earth bring 
forth living creatures after their kind: 
cattle and creeping thin; 


the earth after their kind"; and it was 


so. And so it was inside the basilica, 
with beautifully rendered giraffes, ele- 
phants, lions, tigers, monkeys and, yes, 
snakes. 


All of your favorite elements of the 
story - - the fall of Man, the serpent 
tempting Eve in the Garden of Eden, 


and beasts of 


the fallen angel Satan, Original Sin - - 
find their way into the ambitious sta- 
ging. The well-rehearsed players hit 
their marks with precision. We can eas- 
ily forgive the producers for the occa- 
sional lag problems (just as we all 
forgive the Lindens in a more general 
sense), as not everything rezzes exactly 
on cue, But with so many scenes and 
set changes, it's miraculous that the 
production is as error-free as it is. 


But any technical glitches are more 
than compensated for by the sheer au- 
dacity of the performance: Noah wel- 
comes pairs of animals onto the ark; a 
battle royal between the angels and 
devils unfolds in the sky above us, 
flaming swords and all; and Adam and 
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Eve, after partal 
fruit, have lustful s 


ing of the forbidden 
x in the soft green 


moss, but lest anyone be offended, they 
do attach fig leaves after 


xperiencing 
their resulting shame. 


Beautiful murals in the church remind 
us we're in God's house. There are no 
spoken lines, but there is a well-de- 
livered narration that avoids any inter- 


distraction with _ the 
performance. And there are a couple of 
intermissions for those who want to 
stretch their virtual legs, 


ference or 


I would suggest to those of you who 
might be offended to actually have to 
pay a cover charge for SL entertain- 
ment - - get over it. It's a small price 
indeed for so grand a production - - 


one the producers and players invested __ So it's time to find out what all the fuss 
huge amounts of time and effort (and, is about. It's one of the most unique, 
yes, Lindens) into, Oh, and don't forget and I’m sure it will be one of the most 
talked about, productions of the year. 
We can only hope that other creators 


create even more spectacular e 
the future. 


And to top it off, at the show I 
attended, The Blue Elephant made a 
rare appearance, thanks to Art Blue. 


War and Peace anyone? 
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RIFT HORIZON 


The Beginning 


by Sedona Mills 


darkness that isn’t really a darkness 

at all. For Jerry, the only true way to 
encounter pitch black darkness is by 
tightly closing her eyes, or to have 
them covered. In Jerry’s world there is 
no true darkness. The world around 
her is always glowing. To Jerry, this is a 
normal occurrence, but she does won- 
der where the glow comes from. 
Stretching the stiffness from her body, 
she looks around in the semi-dark 
room. “Time,” she calls out, her voice 
still hoarse from her recent awakening. 


Js opens her eyes to the dark. A 


“8:37 p.m.’ is answered back. 


The sterile sound of her world brings 
back the normalcy of Jerry’s existence. 
To her hearing, the voice of the world is 
as normal as walking; she understands 
her world and the intelligence it pos- 
sesses. Many other citizens of the world 


also take its help with no question, but 
Jerry has always wondered, where does 
this intelligence come from? Many res- 
idents of the world take much of what 
is given them for granted. Jerry, on the 
other hand, seems to question it all. 
Why is she here? What is she? Who is 
she? These are things that aren't spoken 
to others; it’s rude to do so in the cit- 
izen’s culture. So Jerry just exists, ques- 
tioning. 


Standing in her bedroom, she realizes 
the semi-darkness of her surroundings 
and reaches over to 
her lamp on the table 


next to her bed. 
Touching it, — the 
room becomes 


bathed in a soft light, 
dimming the shad- 


ows on the walls 
made by the moon- 
light streaming 
through the — win- 
dows. As Jerry looks 
around her _ bed- 
room, she sees 


everything still per- 
fectly placed as she left it before, “rest- 
ing,” giving her a sense of well-being. 
She isn’t sure why she verifies nothing 
has been touched, as she perfectly well 
realizes nobody can remove or change 
anything in her home. The world pre- 
vents that based on her wishes. Look- 
ing down at her bed, still perfectly 
made, Jerry's mind commands her 


world. 


“Music” is silently commanded by her 
mind. 


iately the world responds, and 
fills her head with the same ra- 
dio station as before her slumber. A 
raucous blues beat by Muddy Waters 
fills her head. Cringing, she makes her 
way to the radio controls and selects 
something softer. She could have 
changed the music in her mind, the 
obedient world making the change 
with complete obedience, Jerry instead 
enjoys the tactile nature of her music 
selector, it being one of the luxuries in 
her meager possessions. 


Her bedroom is a sparse affair. Her 
bed, the centerpiece of the room, is a 
simple wood frame. A mattress on the 
frame is covered in exquisite bedding 


consisting of a silk and lace mix. The 
colors and patterns are bright and the 
lace is detailed in its styling. Jerry 
found the bed’s maker quite by happen- 
stance as she explored the mainland 
parcels near her home. The object 
count of the bed was low, which suited 
her needs. The other furniture in the 
room is just as plain. A bookshelf, 
laden with books shed never read and 
knick-knacks shed never examined. 
The nightstand her lamp was placed 
on, also simple, a rug on the floor and 
not much else. Jerry’s lease only allows 
for a small number of objects, since her 
rent is low. Looking at the still perfectly 
made bed, Jerry’s thoughts take her 
back to the first time she discussed the 
use of beds with her best friend, 
Rhonda SexyGirl. 


“I don’t understand why I need a bed. 
They don't really provide any real pur- 
pose,” Jerry stated to Rhonda. 


She remembers the conversation like it 
was yesterday. The two of them were 
laying on towels unfolded on the sand 
of a beach called “Tortoise Cove” Their 
naked bodies glistened in the Sun, ab- 
sorbing the light and heat from the 
golden orb. Neither cared about its ef- 
fects on them, as there were none. They 
didn’t burn, or even sweat from the 
heat; naked to “advertise” themselves. 
Though most times they'd wished to be 
alone, they were often interrupted by 
somebody, usually a person they didn't 
know, looking to score some sex. When 
in the mood, Jerry would tease or flirt, 
but never give herself away, at least not 
to strangers, for free. To them, being 
naked was a part of them exercising 
their openness and daring, and though 
they never admitted it, reinforced the 
notion of their allure to others, relish- 
ing the feeling of pursuit. 


Rhonda, looking at Jerry in exaspera- 
tion, furrows her eyebrows in response 
to her question, a trait Jerry doesn't feel 
is very attractive. 


“Look Jerry, everybody has a bed in 
their home!” she blurts out loudly. 


“But I don’t understand why,’ says 
Jerry, her voice rising in pitch a bit. 


“It’s like this. A bed can be used to relax 
on, okay?” 


“T can relax anywhere. I don't need a 
bed for that,” retorts Jerry. 


“But you do if you want to have any 
sex,” states Rhonda, a sly grin forming. 
Jerry, seeing the smile grow on her 
friend’s lips, begins to see the tease 
coming on. “I can get sex with any- 
thing. Even a rug will do,” winking at 
Rhonda as she makes her play in the 
tease. Upon seeing Jerry’s playful look, 
Rhonda wrests a small giggle from her 
throat. While best friends, Rhonda also 
knows Jerry's desire for women. 
Rhonda herself, however, fancies the 
male citizens of the world over female. 
So while she'll tease Jerry and play her 
game, Rhonda has a line on how far to 
play it. She knows if she gives in to 
Jerry's sexual desire for her, Jerry would 
be on her in a second. A fact Jerry has 
expressed many times before. 


“Well then,” responds Rhonda. “They 
just look really nice.” 


“Look really nice,’ thinks Jerry, as she 


recalls that conversation. It seems she 
does many things that don’t make sense 
in the world, other than that they “look 
really nice” Staring at the bed, she 
chuckles softly thinking about what 


little sex she has had on it. In the 
months Jerry has owned the damn 
thing she’s used it twice. It’s not like 
she’s sleeping on it. World residents 
“rest” standing up. 


Abruptly, Jerry brings her thoughts 
back to the present and realizes her 
shift starts in twenty minutes. Sighing, 
she realizes she needs to get dressed. 


Her mind sends out its next command 
to the world, “Closet.” 


Instantly, in front of her the closet ap- 
pears. She knows this isn’t actually the 
case, as the world has only put the im- 
age of the closet in her mind, but to her 
it’s as real as the other furniture. She 
now gets ready to dress, as the closet 
responds. 


“Ready, it replies, again the sound not 
heard, but in her head. Jerry's mind is 
now fully awake and is ready to control 


her surroundings. 


“Clear clothing only,’ she immediately 
responds, followed by “New outfit, Lay- 
er One, Lingerie, Corset sets.” 


“Acknowledged,” comes the instant 
reply from the closet. 


“List?” 


Immediately, the closet starts going 
through the list of outfits Jerry has re- 
quested. “Item One, Black Leather Cor- 
set, Black Leather Panties with Lace 
Garter and Stockings. Item Two, Black 
Satin Corset... ,“ the list continues to 
drone on for about a minute until Jerry 
halts the list and makes her selection. 
Her choice is a baby pink satin corset 
with matching panties, garter and 
white lace stockings. 


Her final order is then requested, “Set 
Layer One, Rez.” 


Immediately Jerry is stripped naked 
and just as quickly clothed in the outfit 
requested. She makes a short inspec- 
tion of the perfectly fitting outfit and is 
pleased. She then commands the closet 
again, knowing exactly what she wants 
to wear over the tightly constricting 
lingerie. 


“Add to existing, Layer Two, Schoolgirl, 
Baby Pink set.” 


Acknowledged,’ the closet obediently 
responds. 


Jerry finishes the command with “Set 
Layer Two, Rez.” 


The next few seconds cause Jerry to be- 
come a bit disoriented. Not only is she 
now covered in a playful schoolgirl 
tease, but five inch high heels have 
been attached to her feet, lifting her up. 
Her hair has also changed color to a 
light strawberry blonde, and set in a 
pageboy cut, including two pigtails. 
Jerry also knows that makeup has been 
applied to her face as the slight tingle 
from its application makes its presence 
known. 


“Display,” states Jerry, and an image in 
a mirror appears in front of her in her 
mind. The image is slowly rotating, al- 
lowing her to perform a thorough in- 
spection. As she moves parts of body, 
her arms or head, the image does the 
same while rotating. Jerry is pleased 
with the results and finishes up her 
dressing session. 


“Closet, close” is her last command, 
and the image of the closet and its 
items disappears from her thoughts. 
Jerry asks for the time again and real- 
izes she has about four minutes before 
her shift. She immediately takes one 
last look around her apartment and de- 
cides it’s time to leave. 


This time, her mind has to concentrate, 
as commands in the form of thoughts 
fill her head. 


“Teleport, Joe’s Place,” she invokes. 


The world responds with, “Acknow- 
ledged. Confirm?” 


Jerry makes the appropriate response 
and closes her eyes. 


Suddenly her entire body starts to 
tingle as the world begins to disinteg- 
rate Jerry from her home, and simul- 
taneously has her reappear at her 
destination. The feeling of thousands of 
little needles pressing against her skin 
makes her a bit uncomfortable, but she 
knows this is normal. On perfect cue 
she hears what sounds like rushing wa- 
ter as her body is immediately trans- 
ported. 


seebet 


Jerry arrives at her new destination 
about one-half inch off of the ground, 
immediately dropping to the floor, her 
heels keeping her balance perfect as she 
lands. She has teleported in these heels 
so many times it has become second 
nature to her. 


She opens her eyes and the sound of 
rushing water is replaced by a very old 
song by a twentieth century old world 
rock group called “The Police” Jerry 


has arrived at Joe's Place three minutes 
before the start of her shift. Stepping 
away from the landing zone so that 
nobody teleports on top of her, she 
looks over at Brandy666, her super- 
visor for the shift. Brandy catches her 
eye and returns a bit of a frown and 
nods to Jerry, indicating that she im- 
mediately take her place and get to 
work. Jerry nods back in understand- 
ing. 


Joe's is a typical club found in the 
world. The theme could best be defined 
as an Irish pub leaning towards Las Ve- 
gas extravagance. The wood bars 
stained in a rich dark color are carved 


with an ornate meticulousness. The 
trim around the entrance and on the 
ceiling is similar, giving the entire place 
a classy look. The style used to decorate 
the interior, however, is nothing less 
than tacky. Pictures of naked dancers, 
framed in neon adorn the walls. The 
furniture in the room is plush, the vivid 
colors and style contrasting with the 
surroundings. Any casual observer 
would immediately realize the club de- 
signer and interior decorator didn't 
work together. 


Regardless of its inane décor, Joe’s is a 
popular place. There are many resid- 
ents there, men and women 


milling about the four sep- 
arate bars that adorn the 
place. The dance floor is J 
also alive with six couples 
dancing together, and many | 
single residents dancing by 
themselves or with others in e 
small groups. The music is a 7 
mix of classic and modern 
rock, with the usual smat- 
tering of blues-rock slipped 
in. The place has an aura of 
excitement, and Jerry, a f 
dancer working there, was 
pleased to see the typical 
crowd as she made her way 
to her usual spot for the 
evening: an open position 
on the first bar closest to 
the entrance. 


Walking around the bar to 
gain access to the steps leading up to it, 
she sees her favorite co-worker, Daniel 
Rebelman, a bartender at Joe’s and just 
about Jerry's only friend working there. 


“Hiya Dan,’ Jerry blurts out with a 
smile as she climbs the steps and makes 
her way to the center of the bar. “How 
are you doing this evening?” 


“Doing just fine, sexy,’ Dan replies. He 
follows up with “That's one hot look 
you have going on tonight. You're really 
going to break some hearts wearing 
that.” 


Well, I hope the tips are good enough 
that I'm not wearing it too long” 


“Oh, yeah,” replies Dan. “Lots of folks 
here tonight, so it should be a good 
time, and I sure love seeing you naked 
Jerry.” 


Smiling, Jerry winks at Dan, then turns 
to the crowd to get a look at the pro- 
spects in front of her as she starts to 
dance to the music. Her moves are gra- 
cious and erotic and Jerry makes them 
look like she’s known how to do them 
from her first day inworld. She’s not 
sure how or why she knows how to 


dance like this, but she's grateful that 
she can. 


People start to notice the new dancer, 
as Jerry smiles and winks at the passing 
guests in the club. A few stop to look, 
then move on, which is a normal situ- 
ation. She knows that most people here 
are sizing up all of the dancers, men 
and women, to find their favorite. It's 
just a matter of time before somebody 
sits down in front of her and strikes up 
a conversation, To Jerry's surprise 
however, she immediately sees a man 
enter the club, and without even look- 
ing around or hesitating, moves to her 
bar and plants himself down on a seat 
in front of her. “Well, hello stranger,” 
Jerry says while trying to keep her 
voice soft and sultry. “You seem to 
know exactly 
what you want.” 


“Yes I do,” the 
stranger replies. 


“And I assume 
you want me to 
dance for you?” 


The stranger's lips 
form a small 
smile hearing her 
words and he 
replies, “Yes, 
Jerry, I want you, 
and I want you 
for more than 


that right this minute.” 


Jerry's eyebrows rise up in surprise. 
“How do you know my name? I don't 
ever recall meeting you before.” 


“You haven't, Jerry. This is the first time 
you have met me. But I know all about 


you: 
“And how is that?” 


The stranger's small smile folds into a 
larger one as he replies, “I'm your num- 
ber one fan?” 


“Well, Mr. Number One, do you have a 
name?” 


“Yes, I'm Harry Hacker.” 


“Pleased to meet you, Harry,’ Jerry 
says, holding out her hand to shake his. 


“So tell me Harry, what do you ‘want’ 
from me right this minute, hmmm?” 
she teasingly suggests. 


pelled to take this man up there with 
her and follow his wishes. 


“Well, I don't normally go upstairs with 
anyone, but in your case, I'll make an 
exception tonight, Harry.” 


Well, | don’t normally go upstairs 
with anyone, but in your case, I'll 


make an exception tonight, Harry. 


“What I want from you is to come with 
me upstairs, alone.” 


Upon hearing this, Jerry stops dancing. 
Being a dancer only, Jerry is not re- 
quired to take guests upstairs. Upstairs 
is where the escorts go, not the dancers, 
to take the teasing and innuendo away 
from the conversation. Anyone ventur- 
ing to the upstairs floor in Joe's would 
be reminded of an old western brothel. 
Narrow halls with small rooms dot the 
upper floor. A single bed or lap dance 
chair, or some kind of contraption used 
for bondage is the only furniture ad- 
orning each room. Since Jerry was only 
hired to be a dancer, she always refused 
requests from the guests to go upstairs, 
except when she was really in the mood 
to otherwise do so. Today, she wasn't in 
the mood, but for some reason, and she 
couldn't understand why, she felt com- 


“Of course you will,” Harry replied. “ 
never had any doubts that you would” 


Turning to Dan, Jerry explains to him 
the situation as she steps down from 
the bar. Dan smiles and acknowledges 
his understanding, then calls over 
Brandy to inform her of Harry's de- 
mand. Brandy sighs, but then smiles as 
she realizes that she'll have to fill in for 
Jerry while she’s upstairs, but knows 
that means more tips for her and the 
club. Brandy grins at Jerry as they pass 
and asks her to be careful up there, and 
to take her time. Jerry smiles back as 
she leads Harry by the hand to the 
stairs. 


As Jerry approaches the top of the 
stairs, she asks Harry what is his pleas- 
ure. 


“Oh, I think a bed will do nicely to- 
night? Harry replies. 


Jerry, not completely familiar with the 
upstairs, starts to look for open doors 
along the hallways, As she passes an 
open door, she peers inside to see if a 
bed exists in the tiny room. Eventually, 
she comes to one and leads Harry in- 
side, closing the door and locking it be- 
hind her. 


“Here we go darling. Does this room 


suit you?” 


“It’s perfect}” Harry replies, with a smile 
on his face. 


Jerry starts to remove her top while 
purring “Well then, let’s get started, 
shall we?” 


st” Harry immediately 
‘m not here for sex 


“A very special gift, Jerry. One that will 
change your life forever.” 


Taken a bit by surprise, Jerry sits on the 
bed and looks up at Harry. 


“Are you sure there is no gift I can 
provide you, Harry?” she responds de- 
murely. 


Harry's reply is an exasperated look on 
his face as looks down at Jerry. 


“You can stop the flirting Jerry. I’m not 
interested in you for that.” 


Jerry, now intrigued but confused, 
shows a pout coming across her face as 
she’s concerned no tip is coming her 
way. 


“So what is it you wish to do, Harry?” 
she questions him. 


“I want you to lay down on the bed, 
Jerry, and close your eyes.” 


Looking up at Harry, consternation 
now displayed on her face, Jerry sighs 
and follows his instructions. Lying 
down on the bed, she looks up at Harry 
with a questioning look. 


“Now close your eyes.” 
Jerry responds to Harry's command. 


Jerry is not sure why she’s following 
Harry’s commands, but feels compelled 


to do so. She almost feels like he’s com- 
manding her and she cannot resist. 


Harry then puts his hand to her fore- 
head and Jerry’s eyes open for a brief 
moment, and then flutter closed as she 
is put into a deep rest state. Smiling, 
Harry mumbles to himself, “Now let's 
get to work” 


Brandy, thanking a patron for another 
tip, smiles broadly. Not because she's 
being flirty or friendly but because her 
tip jar has not been as full in weeks. 
However, being a supervisor, she real- 
izes Jerry has been gone for over ninety 
minutes and begins to worry. Looking 
back at Dan, she whispers to him her 
concern about Jerry. Even the long time 
escorts don’t normally ‘last’ that long 
upstairs, Dan also shows concern in his 
eyes as he realizes one of his favorite 
dancers may be in trouble. 


“Do you want me to go up there?” Dan 
asks Brandy. 


Brandy ponders the question for a mo- 
ment and then responds, “No, let’s see 
how this plays out. Jerry is new and 
maybe she's getting a little on the job 
training,’ followed by a smirk which 
Dan finds a bit repulsive. 


seebet 


Jerry awakens, still lying on the bed. 
She looks up at the mirror on the ceil- 


ing above her and sees herself with 
Harry sitting on the bed beside her. 


“Welcome back,’ Harry replies as he 
notices Jerry's awakened state. “How do 
you feel?” 


“A bit dizzy,’ Jerry replies. 


“That's to be expected, Jerry. Here. Let’s 
get you sitting up,’ says Harry, and he 
reaches behind her and helps her to a 
sitting position. A wave of vertigo sur- 
rounds Jerry for just a moment and 
then clears. 


“What happened?” 


“You've been given a gift, just as I have 
promised,” Harry replies. 


“What gift?” 


“Oh, you'll see Jerry. You're going to 
become a very special lady very soon 
now.” 


Jerry looks at him hearing these words 
and questions him via the confused 
look in her face. 


Harry, seeing the look, follows with a 
chuckle. 


“Here, let's get you standing now,’ 
Harry explains, as he help Jerry rise to 
her feet. 


I'm so sleepy,’ Jerry states as she rises to 
stand. 


“That is an effect of the change. You'll 
need to get some rest soon.” 


“What change?” 


“You'll learn soon enough,’ Harry 
replies. 


“Are we done here then?” 
“Yes, we are.” 


Jerry nods and makes her way to the 
door before turning, realizing she 
needs to see about the tip. Looking at 
the tip amount in the jar, Jerry's eyes 
widen as she realizes the amount of 
twenty thousand credits displayed. 
Enough for two years of rent! Jerry 
again looks at Harry, confusion still in 
her face, but doesn’t comment on the 
amount for fear of having to refund 
him for some mistake made. 


As Jerry and Harry make their way 
down the stairs, Brandy sees them ap- 
proach. Not seeing Jerry any worse for 
wear, she looks back at Dan with a 
smile on her face. Harry thanks Jerry 
with a soft kiss to her cheek and moves 
to leave the club. Jerry then approaches 
the bar and takes a seat in front of 
Brandy, whos still swaying her hips 
back and forth to the music. 

“So, what happened?” Brandy de- 


mands. 
“I don't know,’ Jerry replies. 
“What do you mean, you don't know?” 


“I don’t remember anything. I was lying 
on the bed and then all of a sudden 
Harry is sitting beside me.” 


“You were up there for over ninety 
minutes!” replies Dan. 


“I know. I guess I just lost 
track of time,” Jerry states, 
followed by “Do you mind if 
I cut my shift short Brandy, 
I'm really tired now.” 


Brandy looks at the tip tally 
from Jerry, smiles and says 
“Yeah, honey. You've earned 
quite enough for the club 
today. Besides your shift is 
over in about ten minutes 
anyway. Go on home and re- 
lax” 


Jerry smiles at Brandy's re- 
sponse, thanks her and waves 
at Dan. She then closes her 
eyes and commands the 
world. 


“Teleport, home” 


Opening her eyes after the world 
brings her home, she finds herself com- 


pletely drained of energy. Not realizing 
her state, thinking that it’s completely 
normal, Jerry yawns as she makes her 
way to her bedroom. Slipping out of 
her clothes with the exception of her 
panties, Jerry pulls back the covers on 
her bed and climbs into them instinct- 
ively. Not thinking why she would do 
this, but just being compelled to do so, 
she reaches over and turns off her bed- 
side light as she lays her head on the 
pillow and closes her eyes. 


For the first time in her short life, Jerry 
falls asleep. 
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reading the paper, when I slipped had a small investigation out of town 

into his office. Without looking up and when I figured out the client, I 
from his paper, I heard “Aqua Velva knew you were heading to Golden 
and liniment; Id recognize your stink Hills. I remember someone saying ‘Ele- 
anywhere. How are ya, Phil?” mentary, my dear Watson.” 


L= Chen was sitting at his desk, I keep track of my friends. Heard you 


Larry's deductive powers always 
amazed me. “You are right as usual. It 
was an easy assignment.” 


Larry sat back in his chair. “Glad to 
hear it, but I bet you're here to get some 
information out of me.” 


“Isn't that what all us private dicks do 
with the cops?” I filled Larry in on my 
investigation of Jing-Wei. “I need help, 
Larry, old friend, I don't know what 
she’s doing out there. Is it legit or is she 
playing me?” 


We shook hands. “Good to see you, 
friend. You're a sight for sore eyes. 
How's the snooping business? Got any 
pictures of wayward housewivi 


“Just yours with the milkman, I 
smiled. “Not so bad, Larry, 'm my own 
punch clock” 


Larry replied, “So how was Golden 
Hills?” 


That caught me off guard. “How did “Hah, ‘old friend’? Who you calling 
you know I was out there?” ‘old’? I'll ignore that bull, and for old 
time's sake, I'll make some inquiries 


and see what's up,’ Larry replied. I 
showed a picture of Jing-Wei I'd shot 
while she was asleep. “Isn't that Chiy- 
oko, the old Triad’s squeeze?” 


I nodded. “She goes by Jing-Wei now.’ 
Larry told me he knew of Chiyoko 
when she was the Triad’s consort, but 
hadn't bothered too much with her 
since she was minor in the drugs, 
crime, and prostitution racket back 
then, an innocent victim among hun- 
dreds, not even a bit player. “Maybe the 
Captain knows her better,” he said. 


“Will Langer want to see me?” I asked, 
a little nervously. “Well, Phil, ‘old 
friend? you can only get thrown out 
twice, but the way the Captain went on 
and on about you after you left, you're 
in more danger of being re-hired than 
tossed out. To be honest, we could use 
the muscle again.” 


I knocked on Captain Langer’s door. 
“Still don’t let anyone clean this place, I 
see” Langer swiveled around in his 
chair, “Phil!” Langer said with a big 
smile. “Good to see you.” 


“I was afraid Td be kicked out after 
what happened last time” I took the 
key out of my pocket and began to play 
with it. 


“Nah, bygones as far as I'm concerned,” 
Langer replied. “But don't bother Chen 
too much. He's busy without you. I 
could use a couple of you right now. In 
fact, I could use you! Tell me you're 
tired of that two-bit private gumshoe 
game.” 


“Sorry, I'm busy too. Speaking of 
which, do you remember Chiyoko, the 
Triad’s girl?” 

Langer’s reaction was odd. When I 
mentioned Chiyoko’s name, he almost 
started, then seemed to gather himself 
and thought for a moment. “Yeah, sure. 
Vaguely. She ran when he died. Why do 
you ask?” 


“Thought you might have some leads 
on her,’ I said, and gave Langer a little 
of the background of my case. Langer, 
unfortunately, had nothing to add. “We 
have bigger fish to fry, Phil. No time for 
victims. Sounds like she got away, at 
least.” 


Pointing at the key I was fingering, 


Langer questioned: “What's that in 
your hand? Does it have something to 
do with that girl?” 


“Oh, something I found I want to 
check into at the train station. Thanks 
for your help” 

Langer reached for the phone. “Any- 
time, Phil. Good to see you looking up 
in the world.” 


On my way out, Larry intercepted me. 
We sat on a bench across from the pre- 
cinct station. “Got nothing on Chiyoko 
and her business,” he informed me. 
“But I'll keep checking.” 


“Thanks Larry, you're a pal.’ I started 
my car and pulled away. Just as I did, I 
saw a car in my rear view mirror pull 
away from the curb, heading the same 
way I was. 


I woke nervous. Not only had Phil left, 


hed left me alone. Waking that next 
morning, I felt unsettled. I looked over 
to the other side of the bed. Empty. ‘A 
couple of days around him and my 


whole world is in turmoil. I don’t know 


what to think; I thought, as I got ready 
for work. I felt alone for the first time 
in a long time. A longing for compan- 
ionship welled up inside of me. ‘Damn 
that man, I rationalized. ‘If only I had 
enough money to get farther than 
Golden Hills when I left Mad City. 


Then no one could find me. Why, of all 
people, did it have to be him?” 


Work settled me down. A bit. I started 


imagining Phil and his e Those 
nice, kind eyes that showed through 
when he wasn't being a cop. I could see 
him helping me around here, lifting 
boxes...“WAIT, damn it; I realized. 
“That's not why I want him here. 


I missed those hands, that hot 
bod... WAIT! Stop it” I shook myself 
awake from my day dreaming. “Damn 
him! Why did he have to find that 
key?” 


My fears followed me into the early 
evening when I locked up. Going home 
was now an exercise in terror. “Did the 
Triad follow Phil to me?” I began to 
worry, I could feel the fear begin to 
grow as I worried that they could target 
me from any corner, any alley, any car 
on the way back to my apartment. 


Noises that I hadn't heard before now 


bothered me. “Damn him,’ I repeated. 


‘Things were good before he was here 
and now I can't stand to be without 
him. Of all the towns in California, 
why, oh why, did he have to pick mine?’ 
He had me talking to myself - it was in- 
sanity. 


Making it home didn’t matter too 
much. Safety wasn't assured since I still 
had to go out to eat. ‘I'm not going to 
let this get out of hand, I told myself. ‘I 
could do it then and I can do it now. 
That pistol in the drawer by the bed 
made its way into my purse. 


In spite of my self-talk, walking the 
short distance to the diner alone didn't 


settle my nerves. As I turned the corner 
Theard movement. The gun came out. 


Peering into the alley made me feel 
trigger-happy. A noise behind a tras 

can almost brought a firing squad of 
bullets at a cat. ‘Jeez; I thought, while 
trying to shake the nerves from my 
body. But I knew my fears were justi- 
fied. ‘Phil found me, who's next?’ I 
reasoned. 


A car backfired. I jumped and ran into 
the street. The car raced off and I 
began to chase it. ‘What am I doing?’ I 
wondered. My nerves are getting to be 
too much for me. I turned and ran all 
the way back to the apartment and 
locked the door. I walked to the back of 
the lockers at the train station. 


No key in the 
numbered 

locker that 
matched; this 
must it. As 
I inserted the 


key into the lock, I felt a gun barrel jab 
sharply into my back. 


“Tl take that. What do we have here? A 
? Taking a trip without us, eh, 


I glanced over my shoulder quickly, be- 
fore the muzzle of a .45 pistol poked 
into my 
cheek, turning my head back around. 
There were three; the one behind me 
had a cheap, threadbare vest, one was 
k d and taller, and the 
third was shorter, with a  scraggly 
beard. All were packing serious heat. 


I kept quiet when I sa 
was up against. Now was not the time 


the firepower I 


to fight, but to just wait and see how 
this played out. “Let's go,” said the one 
in the vest as he walked out the front 
door with the suitcase. 


shoved me into a waiting car, 

ing my head on the ceiling of the 

seat. No one talked as they drov 
out towards the old industrial area. My 
gut told me this trip wasn't going to 
end well for me. Strangely, I thought of 
Chiyoko and a hint of sadness at the 
prospect of not seeing her crept into 
my mind. ‘Focus, Phil, no time for that’ 


“Time to get out,” the bearded thug 
said, hustling me up the stairs into a 
rundown tenement building. The mus- 
cular thug, almost as big as me, pushed 
me down an old dirty corridor, “Last 
door,’ vest man, their apparent leader, 
said as he carried the suitcase. 


“Sit” he commanded, and the other 
two shoved me into a chair that was set 


out in the middle of the room, The lead 
thug placed the suitcase on a small 
table. Another man, nattily dressed in 
an expensive looking zoot suit and 
wearing shades, stepped out of the 
shadows. 


“Hi Phil. Good to see ya again,” he said, 
laughing. Looking at the thug in the 
vest, he said, “Is this the stuff?” The 
thug replied, “Tell you in a minute, 


boss.” 


He popped open the locked latches and 
showed the man the contents: two 
good-sized bags packed with white 
powder. The man in the suit looked at 
the thug in the vest. “Test it. Then let's 
see what our pal, Phil, has to say.” 


“Tie his wrists down.” The muscle- 
bound thug and the one with the beard 
produced a couple of lengths of rope 
and tied my wrists securely to my 
thighs so I couldn't lift my arms or 
stand without falling flat on my face. 
The thug in the vest cut my coat and 
shirt off, exposing me to the chilly air. 
“Hey, I'm not that kind of girl” That 


was met with short with a sharp punch 
to the kidneys, another to my head. 


“OK, Phil, we can do this the easy way 
or the hard way; I don't care which. 
You'll answer one way or the other. Is 
this all of it? Where is she?” I didn’t an- 
swer. Id been on the opposite end of 
many interrogations. I didn’t cede any- 
thing, not even a reply. I was going to 
fight them every inch of the way to 
wherever this little chat was going. 


I decided to keep quiet; these weren't 
the chattiest types. They were gonna 
beat me around first, then bring the 
questions when they thought I'd then 
be happy to answer. They were also in a 
hurry, so they wouldn't knock me out; 
they didn’t want to wait until I woke 


up. They weren't prepared to kill me, 
either; all the answers were locked up 
in my head. This was gonna hurt, but I 
would survive. Barely. “I said, is this all 
the dope? 


Where is she?” 


“Phil” he would drone on as he 
hammered me from all angles with 
fists, feet, and even sticks. “The one 
who wins the fight is the one who can 
take it, not dish it” Small consolation at 
the time, Chen's training had saved me 
and again since. Still, the thug in the 
vest got his money's worth, pummeling 
me from head to waist. The other thug 
mostly hit me in the arms and 
shoulders, making impressive slapping 
sounds as he pummeled me, but not 
doing much damage and often getting 


in the way of the vest’s harder blows. It 
was like the Three Stooges were inter- 
rogating me. I could handle this all 
night. They didn't have all night. 


I laughed as contemptuously as I could. 
“What do you know about my old 
man?” 


I didn’t hesitate to taunt my interrogat- 
ors. “You guys hit like a bunch of 
mommia’s boys. Your girlfriends put up 
a better fight” 


The man in the suit smiled. “You may 
be tough, but you'll wind up just like 
your old man? 


he newcomer laughed and his gun- 
man threw another hard right. “He 


didn’t want to pay us anymore, so we 
took care of him. Just like we'll do to 
‘ou. Like father, like son.” 


“You killed my fathe 


You're quite the 
tough guy, pistol whipping an old man 
to death, you scum.” My old man was 
cut down by two vicious shotgun 
blasts, but I wanted to see if he was 
talking bull or if he was the real killer. 


that what they told you, Phil? I 
wouldn't dent my pistol on your old 
man’s hard head. He got the same treat- 
ment as a rabid dog: two barrels to the 
chest.” The man in the vest pulled his 
45. “But if you don’t answer me, you'll 
get your own lead sleeping pills. Now 
where is the good stuff and where 
she? You've got to 3 to answer. 1, 2. 


Just as he pulled the hammer back, the 
front door rocked with a loud explo- 
sion, just powerful enough to distract 
the mugs from shooting. “Leave you 
alone for 30 minutes and look what you 
get into, 


“Handcuff all of them,’ he told a swarm 
of uniforms whod rushed in after he 
blew the door knob and lock assembly 
off. 


‘ake them out. Wait, 


Larry untied me. “ 
not that one, I want a little chat with 
him,’ pointing to the bearded thug. 
si ed through 

did you take 


uld have been yours, my ‘old’ 
friend, Larry smirked. As the uni- 
formed cops led the four kidnappers 
out, I lost it. “I want that one,’ as I 
lunged for the newcomer. “He killed 
my father” 


Larry stepped in between, holding me 
back. “I got it, Phil,” Larry replied. “He 
ain't leaving yet.” It was all I could do, 
but I backed off. As the mugs were led 
out, Larry watched until they all were 
gone. 


“John, you worry me,” Larry said to the 
bearded thug as he uncuffed him. “Phil, 


meet John, your replacement.” I looked 
at John for a few seconds. “I should 
have realized you were undercover. You 
punched like a nine year old girl” 


“Don't think twice about it; Chen told 
me you were a goddamn good cop 
once.” 


“Once,” I echoed. 


John rubbed his wrists. “I should have 
let ‘Muscles’ have at you, but your boy- 
friend Chen didn’t want your pretty 
face messed up. I shook his hand with 
gratitude. “Thanks, John, I owe you 
one.” 


We discussed what had gone down. 
Larry had watched the car follow me 
out of town towards the train station 
and decided to follow and see what 
happened. As he watched me being led 
out of the train station, he called for si- 
lent backup officers, then followed the 
car to the apartment where hed seen 
them take me. Fortunately, John was 
along with the others and could con- 
firm that the last man in the room had 
admitted to killing my father. Larry 
had my father’s killer and the others on 
a drug possession rap anyway. 


Even in this corrupt town, there wasn't 
enough Triad money to bribe a judge to 
make a charge with this much weight 


involved go away. I didn’t have the 
sfaction of ending the life of my 

er’s killer myself, but I could console 
myself that these stooges wouldn't se 
the light of day again. 


As I wa 


about to return to 
Hills, Chen stopped me. “Oh wait, Phil. 
I don't know if this means anything, 
but there was an old Chinese man 


olden 


watching as 
it” “Tl watch my 
Thanks, my 


back, 
oung friend” 


“You're aging me by the minute, Phil, 


get out of here? 


-— 


Otters by Crap Mariner 


The teacher said on the report card that Bobby doesn't play well with otters. 


Otters? Doesn't she mean others? 


I scheduled a parent-teacher conference for the following Tuesday, and I was horri- 
fied to find the classroom covered with blood and hair and gristle. 


"What kind of slaughterhouse do you run here?" I exclaimed. 


"It's your son Bobby!” answered the teacher. "Didn't you read my note? Your little 
monster doesn't play well with otters." 


"Otters?" I looked around. "These are dead otters?" 
The teacher nodded, 


I apologized to the teacher, grounded Bobby for a week, and suspended his annual 
zoo membership. 


by-Art Blue 


elephant is gray. “I need a different 

iris. I might have the wrong 
glasses. I see just gray and my iBeetle 
says to me it is really gray, there is no 
blue. “...and so on. It's getting bitchy. 
But I am smart, very smart. I know I 
don't need to say this, but you shall be 
sure to read on. What have I done that 
they all seek the ultimate truth - - the 
Blue Elephant? I said it before when it 
came time to fix who will be invited to 
the grand opening of “I in ND [Next 
Dimension] - It’s Payday.” 


I present the Blue Elephant. But the 


It seems many have forgotten what this 
exhibition is all about. “You have to 
pass Dante's pyramid. Seven sins.” The 
Pride I took from the visitors by letting 
them look all the same. They each sit in 
a copy of the very first time machine 
ever made and steer it by pressing keys, 
all of them just looking like a bunch of 
big Eyes waiting for the show to start. 
There will be no show. There can't be a 
show. I am an artist, not a show master. 
A big, big mistake in the simulator. “No 
show, no art,” my curator says. 


Maybe today this will be the first time 
he’s right. I have to admit it. I'll do a 
show. The last show shall be the best 
for my audience. A gravedigger’s job. 
There are seven sins. Counting from 
one to seven, even a drunken avatar 
shall be able before letting clothes, 
shoes, gems, and so on drop, giving 
shape and skin over to Art in Next Di- 


mension, as I called the exhibition ND. 
Let’s skip — at least for me - the unim- 
portant sins. Of course, they had to 
pass them all, but the one I had in 
mind is: “drop all your valuables in the 
sin box.” Yes! To be rich is a sin. A sin I 
am happy I've never committed. Even 
my agent doesn't know how the show 
will perform, or else hed not have been 
behind the very first to enter a vessel. 
So, it is now time for me to taste this 
sin. 


I step on the podium. As announced, 
next to me is the installation, The Pride, 
made by ChapTer Kronfeld. A skeleton 
working in endless turns to pray for 
forgiveness, reading out loud codes no 
one understands any longer. 


I face the audience and speak loudly 
and clearly. “Look at your sins. Let 
them pass along with your life. How 
did you make your money? Was is al- 
ways done honorably? Look at this box 
here, with all your values inside.” Ner- 
uval, the owl on my shoulder, the only 
non-human AI made by Tyrell Corpor- 
ation with no end-date embedded, 
counts 1.4 Billion Terra in total. This is 
about 0.4% of all storage in our world. 
There's never before such an amount in 
one box. I scrolled in papers, even in 
the off-worlds, and found one person 
named Warren Buffet, who had nearly 
as much in hand. “Now this” ... and I 
make a pause ... “this is all mine? ... 
and another pause ... “Neruval 


transfer it to the offshore server and 
copy my identity by using the demon- 
routines Prof. Sol prepared.” 


I enjoy seeing the changes in the Eyes. 
Good that at the entrance I handed out 
a pill to consume. I asked Prof. Sol to 
add a little emoticon-chip in the code 
so heartbeat and some other nice 
sensors, like size of ... ok, ok ... I shall 
keep track as it’s all about money now, 
show the changes now on the Eyes sur- 
faces. I hear sirens and, indeed, some 
faint and strokes are bound to happen, 
but I don't care. “A sin stays a sin,” I 
continue loudly. “You are here to see 
the Blue Elephant, right? What do Ter- 
ras count? You can become sin-free 
today! See the Blue Elephant and your 
sins are forgiven.” And I point to the 
artwork they all came to see. 


I bet with Prof. Sol that it would take 
no longer than 10 milliseconds before 
the first will shout: “I see the Blue Ele- 
phant!” And, of course, I was right. It 
took 8.9 to be exact. Now all see it. The 
Blue Elephant is here. 


Just one Eye, a green-blue one, as my 
agent insisted that ladies be allowed to 
change the color of their irises, does 
not see it. I see the name on the vessel 
she is steering. Jami Mills. “I can't see 
the Blue Elephant. It stays gray for me. 
All I see in Blue is you, Art” I smile. 
“You are not a liar. You are free of this 
sin, You passed the test. Neruval, give 
the lady her Terras back.” 


And I do the pre-programmed gesture, 
and the cron-job that is already nag- 
ging at my bones no longer holds back 
the demon routines to make the trans- 
fer to another world happen. 


You wonder. Art Blue, “The substance 
of Art!’, vanishes with the money and 
this was the story? I really thought 
about this option, just to enjoy life, no 


longer writing for my editor for noth- 
ing. But not for long. I want to see how 
the sinners left there to face their fu- 
ture. I wouldn't be a true artist if I 
cared about money. Neruval poked me 
in my ear as I discussed the concept 
with him, that barely one of the readers 


would believe that I am not money 
driven or that I steal all the money for a 
gray elephant. So the story goes on ... 


I left a messenger behind, an Avatar us- 
ing a creation made by one of the 
greatest avatar makers CapCat Ragu 
and Meilo Minotaur named, “You See 
My Inside” So YSMI steps forward, 
changing his name to REZdevil, and 
says: “My owner, the great Art Blue, 
grants you a Second Life, a Second 
Download to the simulator and you get 
all your Terras back, except a small 
handling fee of 10% of your riches, For 
this grant of a wealthy life you have to 
watch the downfall of mankind that 
made them biological, the time they 
had to leave the simulator. Follow me 
to Paradise Lost at Our Island and 
watch the performance directed by Ca- 
nary Beck to the end.” 


Seventy minutes later, they see THE 
BLUE ELEPHANT in the Basilica 
rising. They all have to reshape as an- 
gels, as demons, to sit on a pew and 
kneel, to pray loudly, to applause, to 
dance with the devil, to feel the Immer- 
siva once created by the immortal Bryn 
Oh happen inside, the art form IM- 
MERSIVIA was born. YSMI says, “See 
the Art. Feel the Blue. Cherish Art 
Blue” And YSMI, as all shapeshifters 
can, brings my shape to the audience 
and a sculpty of Neruval on my 
shoulders. 


The donation box became filled with 
coins, so my editor may smile as she 
edits another chapter of the short story, 
The Artefact. 


This was the report I got transmitted 
before the connection got lost. 


T have one month to find my way in the 
new world where I am now. As one 
never knows how some rich persons 
might react when a “small handling 
fee” is kept aside, I changed my UUID. 
Some may forget, after a while, who 
granted them a new existence, from 
whom they got their Second Down- 
load. I know it’s all legal what I did, but 
will I be able to face their revenge? 


[Genesis 28:20-22]: 


Then Jacob made a vow, saying, “If 
God will be with me and will keep me 
in this way that I go, and will give me 
bread to eat and clothing to wear, so 
that I come again to my father's house 
in peace, then the Lord shall be my 
God, and this stone, which I have set 
up for a pillar, shall be God's house. 
And of all that you give me I will give a 
full tenth to you.” 


-[—e—z.- 


jury meets, it awards a computer 
Aso prize, but then there are 
still objections. 

Ladies and Gentlemen. What you see 
now is the prize-winning work. Carry 
Eisfeldt was stunned. This concoction 
should be the best picture. For this 
purpose, a panel of experts had met 
three days, experts of international 
standing, and now this! Carry knew 
some of the artists who participated, 
and there were some great ones among 
them - of course not to forget himself. 


But suddenly someone approaches him 
and pats him on the back and shakes 
his hand. "So, you're the lucky one! A 
great piece of art." A group of people 
applauds. In the middle of it all, Carry 
Eisfeldt didn’t know what hit him. 


Professor Kurt Drontheim, chairman of 
the jury, closed his notebook with a 
snap. "This was a difficult birth, but at 
least we agree - it’s a certain winner...” 
He leafed through a pile of paper. 
"Carry Eisfeldt. I will find a way to 
communicate the reasons for this de- 
cision. Thank you, ladies and gentle- 


men, 


On the front of the conference room, 
on the large screen, the award-winning 
work was to be seen. Above a pastel- 
colored — gray-brown _ background 
stretched a tracery of yellow and black 
lines. 


"Just a moment,” cried Dr. Czylinsky, 
chief editor of a major media Art 
Journal. "That we agree, you really can- 
not say. Finally, there is that very nar- 
row majority decision." 


Markus Holtermans pushed his pipe 
from the left to the right corner of his 
mouth and said, “Czylinsky is right." 
Professor Drontheim, who wanted to 
go away, already let himself fall into his 
cushioned seat again. "What's the mat- 
ter with it?" 


"The picture has flaws," cried Czylin- 
sky. "Even the contrasts are off. You can 
hardly separate the foreground from 
the background." 


"Well, if there is nothing else." Dron- 
theim leaned over the keyboard and 
typed in a few numbers. "Is that bet- 
ter?" 


“It is better," muttered Holtermans. 

"It's better, but still not good," said 
Czylinsky, who seemed to have no de- 
sire to end the session. 


“What bothers me is this background, 
these drab colors ... How would it be if 
we change it a little?" 


"Green." Holtermann said, pulling on 
his pipe. 


Now, Virginia Miller-Stark, who was 
switched on via a telephone line, repor- 


ted. "But, gentlemen, we can’t do that!" 


The professor ignored her. He shook 
his head and reached for the mouse. He 
activated the color palette and set the 
background to green. 


Now Tagore Rajman lifted his hand. 
"This highlights another error in the 
scene: the basic structure is too arbit- 
rary. Couldn't we put some emphasis 
in?” 


Drontheim shook his head wearily. Ra- 
jman looked over his glasses. Then he 
sighed and typed a few numbers, 
clicked multiple times on the mouse - 
and the mesh turned into a brownish- 
yellow mass, which looked quite unap- 
petizing. 


"That's horrible," came Virginia's voice 
through the speaker. "I have to decide 
.» Drontheim grabbed the knob as 
casually as possible and turned the 
knob gently to ‘quiet? 


"You can’t let the picture stay this 
way!" shouted Czylinsky. He thought 
intensely. "This structure in the middle 
ist meaningful. We should do 
something striking there, something 
symbolic." 


Rajman went to the console and 
worked with nimble fingers on key- 
board and mouse. The brown mass 
transformed into several clearly 


defined forms, until Holtermans sud- 
denly shouted, "Stop!" 


They all stared at the picture: the figure 
had become a little clumsy: an oval 
with several foothills. "There you have 
your icon," Drontheim said, and Raj- 
man was also visibly pleased with the 
results of his experiments. “An 
amoeba." 


"An elephant," objected Holtermans. In 
fact, now all could clearly recognize: an 
elephant. 


On the screen could be seen Virginia 
Miller-Stark, gesticulating violently, but 
you couldn't hear a word she spoke. 


"The colors do not match," Czylinsky 
said, tapping nervously with a ballpoint 
pen on the table. 


"Make him gray," demanded Dron- 
theim, but Rajman seemed unsure. 


"Blue," Holtermans said, and drew on 
his pipe. 


“Why not blue?" Rajman pushed the 
mouse back and forth - and the ele- 
phant was blue. 


“Now everything is right," he said. 
“Looks good," confirmed Drontheim. 
"The picture is worthy of the price. I 
have seen at first glance the power 
that's in it.” 


"That's it, then," Holtermans said and 
tapped his pipe contentedly on the ash- 
tray. Virginia Miller-Stark was still vis- 
ible on the screen in her involuntary, 
silent protest. 


"Then we have agreed,” Drontheim 
said. And now there was no contradic- 
tion. 


that made Carry a little thoughtful. 
5,000 Euro was a considerable sum for 
a starving artist. 


He looked at the picture again. This 
green background, well placed in the 
middle - - the massive animal 
form....Strictly speaking, it finally 
came to him, that maybe it was not so 
bad. 


The maelstrom had died down. Carry 
Eisfeldt was still standing in front of his 
picture. “The Blue Elephant” He 
couldn't put up with it. From his art- 
work, the worst kitsch came into being. 


Argh! He would make a protest. He 
would not accept the prize, the jury ... 
The prize came with 5,000 Euro, and 


Actually, a highly competent jury had 
selected this picture - one has to recog- 
nize the opinion of others. One could 
still think about it. 


He placed himself under the ‘Blue Ele- 
phant’ and accepted the congratula- 
tions with a happy smile. 
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a monthly advice column by 
Gudrun Gausman 


Dear Gudrun - 


I am fairly new to Second Life, but I know there is lots of 
role-playing going on. One of the RP "cultures" that has 
intrigued me is the Gorean. I know that many of the 
Gorean settlements have a medieval look, and I have been 
warned that if I visit one, I could be made a slave. 


Is it true that Gor is a harsh world? If so, why would any- 
one want to be in it? Perhaps you can dispense a little of 
your wisdom clearing up my questions and making me 
comfortable enough to at least check Gor out. 


Hoping to hear from you soon, 


Poonty Wootz 


that a Gorean lifestyle existed until 

I joined a community that included 
an on-line expression of that existence, 
in this case, Second Life. Like you, I 
was clueless about Gor: "I have all 
these darned collars cuz I thought they 
were really kewl jewelry..." 


L': so many people, I was unaware 


Gor is the imaginary world described 
in John Norman's Chronicles of Gor, a 
29-novel science fantasy series filled 
with exotic images, philosophy, and 
erotica. The early books of the series 
are viewed as being plot-driven. Later 
books, though, maintaining numerous 
threads of plots and sub-plots from the 
others, became more philosophical, 
sexual, and action-oriented. (I confess 
to not having read any of them. I am 
not Gorean, nor do I aspire to be 
Gorean. I am mainly interested in the 
Goreans of Second Life - whose beha- 
vior may or may not bear any resemb- 
lance to that of characters in the books 
- and how they role-play within Second 
Life. All information I am providing 
you was gathered by me as an "observ- 
er," from secondary materials, or from 
reports by individuals within Second 
Life Gor.) 


In the novels, the human inhabitants of 
Gor are transplants from earth, 
brought there by the extraterrestrial in- 
sectoid rulers of Gor, the Priest-Kings. 
These humans roughly (very roughly) 
reflect various groups from earth's 


Mediterranean Classical period and in- 
clude Romans, Greeks, Native Americ- 
ans, Mongolians, Turks, Vikings, and 
ancient Japanese. Remember, — the 
Goreans are technologically advanced 
space travelers. Though Gor is techno- 
logically advanced and humans are 
permitted to engage in advanced ap- 
plications of architecture and medicine, 
human transportation and weaponry 
are frozen in the periods the humans 
represent. This restriction on techno- 
logy is to protect the Priest-Kings 
themselves and the other various indi- 
genous and transplanted Goreans from 
the violence for which humans are 
known. Hence, a "space-opera" with 
swords and spears. 


Gor is highly detailed in terms of flora 
and fauna, and has a wide array of fant- 
astical creatures, making Second Life 
an ideal venue for its visual realization. 


Gor also has a complex array of cus- 
toms, and the lifestyle that results is 
very controversial. Many disapprove of 
it, but this is probably because of an 
emphasis on the master/slave relation- 
ship. The books are not overly sexual. 
They focus on detailing Gorean society 
at large. This contrasts with the focus 
that you see in some of the follower 
communities that concentrate on the 
master/slave relationship. In many 
cases, it seems it is the key element and 
perhaps its only purpose. (This may be 
especially understandable in Second 


Life, though, given the predilection for 
hanky panky, the penchant for going 
beyond the constraints of real life, and 
the easy means of implementation :-). 
Anyway, it's Norman's own fault: 


tem: Men dominate women to satisfy 
their own needs - be it a piece of poon 
or a piece of Bosk (not a pear, btw) - 
and women like it and find it a revela- 
tion. Ifa woman does not, she is weak 


“Strong men simply need women. 
This is will never be understood 
by weak men.” 


"Strong men simply need women. This 
will never be understood by weak men. 
A strong man needs a woman at his 
feet, who is truly his. Anything else is 
less than his fulfillment. When a man 
has once eaten the meat of the gods, he 
will never again chew on the straw of 
fools." ---Explorers of Gor - 12 


Hmmm, that's a mouthful (er... sorry). 


"Freedom permits a woman to live 
without a man, Slavery makes a woman 
need a man’s touch... Slavery, of course, 
is the surest path for a woman to dis- 
cover her femininity. The paradox of 
the collar is the freedom which a wo- 
man experiences in at last finding her- 
self, and becoming herself." --- 
Magicians of Gor, page 160 


We can view the quotes above as the 
main aspect of the Gorean belief sys- 


and foolish. All women are inferior to 
men and can only be happy being 
owned by men. (This is, of course, an 
idea we've only recently gotten away 
from in modern western civilization.) 


The three fundaments of Gorean cul- 
ture are: 


1. The home stone, 
2. the caste system, and 


3. the natural order. 


Gor 


"Gor" is, in fact, Gorean for "home 
stone," and this underscores the im- 
portance of the proprietary concept. So 
what is this home stone? According to 
the books, back in the day, "each hut 


was originally built around a 
flat stone which was placed 
in the center of the circular 
dwelling. It was carved with 
the family sign and was 
called the Home Stone. It 
was, so to speak, a symbol of 
sovereignty, or territory, and 
each peasant, in his own hut, 
was a sovereign... Later, 
Home Stones were used for 
villages, and later still for 
cities. The Home Stone of a 
village was always placed in 
the market; in a city, on the 
top of the highest tower. The 
Home Stone came naturally, 
in time, to acquire a mys- 
tique, and something of the 
same hot, sweet emotions as our native 
peoples of Earth feel toward their flags 
became invested in it." ---Tarnsman of 
Gor, 2:26-27 


Caste 


Gorean society is divided into castes, 
each profession or occupation belong- 
ing to one. All Goreans belong to 
castes, except for three groups: slaves; 
outlaws; and the Priest-Kings; however, 
this caste system is not inflexible. There 
are opportunities for altering caste, 
though men seldom avail themselves of 
these because one's caste becomes in- 
ternalized and a source of great pride. 


There are five high castes. In order of 
importance they are: 


The Initiates (white) are the spiritual 
guardians, They represent the Priest- 
Kings, and their skills relate to ritual, 
mythology, and superstition. (The reli- 
gious conditioning of the men of Gor, 
based on superstition though it might 
be, is, however, as powerful as a set of 
chains.) 


The Scribes (blue) are the scholars, 
writers, and historians. 


Third is the caste of the builders (yel- 
low). Architecture and building are 
very advanced on Gor, and for centur- 
ies the builders have been producing 
magical amenities for Gorean life (such 


as eternal light bulbs). 


Physicians (green) also practice what 
is, on Gor, a very technologically ad- 
vanced discipline, older people being 
rare because of youth serums invented 
centuries earlier. (No need for Viagra 
among THIS male population, and it's 
a good thing since DOING THAT 
seems a main preoccupation.) 


Finally, we have the Warriors (scarlet 
red, so as to render the blood less 
shocking, lol). 


Aside from the high castes, there are 
many different lower castes, all with 
their own colors. Though not re- 
quired for caste members to wear their 
colors in everyday life, most do it be- 
cause they are proud of them, either 
wearing clothes consisting only of the 
caste colors or clothes where those col- 
ors are dominant. The colors of the 
lower castes can actually be more inter- 
esting: 


Merchant...Color Gold and White 
Slaver...Color Blue and Yellow 

Pot Makers...Color Brown/Green 
Saddle Makers...Color Tan (leather) 
Metal Workers...Color Steel Gray 


Players...Color Red and Yellow Checks 


Lighter of Lanterns...Color Striped 
Green, White, and Red 


Tarn Keepers...Color Gray and Green 


Wood Carriers...Color Brown and 
Black 
Charcoal Makers...Color Black and 
Gray 


Singers...Color Aqua and Red 
Assassin...Color Black 

Thieves... Black, three-pronged tattoo 
on right cheek. (Dunno why they get a 
caste - guess they're not outlaws. I 


guess assassins aren't either.) 


Peasant...Color Brown 


The Natural Order 


This brings us to the last pillar, the nat- 
ural order, in which males have the 


predisposition to be dominant, while 
women have the predisposition to be 
submissive. 


A few words on slavery 


Slavery is common in Gor, Most slaves 
are female, a single female slave being a 
kajira, the plural being kajirae. There 
are also male slaves on Gor, but they 
are less common, mainly for economic 
reasons - normally they are not really 
worth anything at all. 


One male slave is called a kajirus, kajiri 
plural. "Any — woman, _ properly 
mastered, makes an excellent slave. 
MAGICIANS OF GOR, Pg. 143 
captured female is almost invariably 
collared; a captured male is almost in- 
variably put to the sword 
of Gor, Pg. 51 


So, Men are usually killed rather than 
enslaved. This is partly because most 
Gorean men would rather die than be 
made slaves, so the simple subjugation 
of a Gorean man is often quite difficult. 
Men simply do not hold the same value 
as women do on the slave market, for 
the effort needed to subdue them usu- 
ally outweighs their monetary worth. 


From what I can determine, there is a 
much higher ratio of slaves in Second 
Life than exists in the books. I think 
that many young girls in Second Life 
think it will mean just being cherished, 


having sex a lot with someone you like, 
and getting lots of kewl outfits. In 
Second Life, this last on its own could 
account for a margin of popularity. 


GUDRUN AS AG 


In reality though, a slave is a thing. It 
doesn't even have a name if the master 
decides against it. It's something that is 
there to be used as seen fit, that can be 
treated many ways, including violently, 
without any fear of consequences at all; 
however, this Gorean slavery is very 
much more service-oriented and basic- 
ally supports the "natural order," not 
BDSM. This is not to say you won't 
find a variety of torture devi 
scattered about Gor. 


Though it may be consensual behavior 


among adults, slavery will always carry 
a stigma. It degrades even as virtual 
role-play, and portrays the violation of 
basic human rights. That having been 
said, a lot of people seem to enjoy play- 
ing the role. 


To be sure, there are free women in 
Gor, and they may be accorded even 
higher social standing than typical 
Earth women. But free women are 
perceived to be ignorant, arrogant and 
frigid. Thus, men find them boring and 
prefer the company of slave girls. 


The Sims 


Many Gorean sims are observer 
friendly. The status of an observer is 
somewhat that of a ghost, meaning you 
are wearing a tag depicting you as an 
"OOC entity" (OOC means ‘out of 
character’) or "observer," and are ig- 
nored. You are free to wander around, 
but an observer is not part of the role 
play. I have visited many Gorean cities 
and woodland areas. Each city sports 
markedly different architecture, and a 
feature of each is the hospital or in- 
firmary prominently located at or near 
the center of town. This reinforces the 
importance of architecture and medi- 
cine as important fields of Gorean en- 
deavor. 


While standing around on the dock 
wondering where to go on one of my 
visits, I witnessed one of the raids 


which are so common in Gor. A band 
of outlaws suddenly rezzed one by one 
in the foggy moonlight and then 
headed for town. An alarm was soun- 
ded. A pitched battle ensued, in which 
the local militia was able to keep the 
raiders from breaching the village 
gates. The battle was interesting... not 
a mass melee, but numerous one-on- 
one actions in the forest. And, of 
course, some unfortunates were taken 
prisoner. 


I can't recommend specific cities to vis- 
it, cuz I haven't been to any for a while, 
and some I've been to are gone. But, 
for sure, you should visit the Gorean 
Welcome Center (where you can get a 
copy of the latest Gorean Roleplay 
Manual) and the Gorean Information 
Center (where you can get freebies to 
start you off). 


You can pick up plenty of Gorean 
knowledge by observing Gorean life, 
but, to be sure, you should read one or 
more of the books. The Roleplay 
Manual recommends Book | (Tarns- 
man of Gor) and then jumping to an- 
other directly relevant to the role you 
want to play. 


TC ~ Gudrun 
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